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FINANCIAL. 


‘* JAKEY, YOUR FADDER CAN’T LIVE MUCH LONGER.” 
‘*CHEER UP, OLD MAN; YOU WILL LIVE TWENTY YEARS YET.” 
‘“*NEIN, JAKEY. THE LORD WON’T TAKE ME AT A HUNDRED WHEN HE CAN GET ME AT EIGHTY,” 
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MODEL DRESSES, MANT 


With all the new materials for taking orders NOW READY, also our new stock of 





PARASOLS 


In exclusive styles at very moderate prices. 


LES AND MILLINERY. 





290 FIFTH AVE 
NEW YORK. 








BREWSTER&CO. 


(OF 


BROOME STREET.) 


BROADWAY, 47th to 48th ST. 


(ONLY PLACE 


OF 


BUSINESS.) 


COACH BUILDERS. 


Manufacturers of every vanety of pleasure 


carnages for Town and Country use. 


THE ACKNOWLEDGED STANDARD 
FOR FASHION AND QUALITY. 





Allsopp’s 


RED HAND * aie 


Bottled by the brewers in England. 
HIGHEST GRADE IMPORTED. 
——SOLD BY—— 

.cker, Merrall & Condit, Park & Tilford, Lidgerwood, 

nd all good grocers and wine dealers. 
CAN BE HAD aT 
HorrmMan House, 
DORLON’S, 
ALBEMARLE, ST. Denis, 


Astor House, 
DELMONICO’S, 


-ANGHAM'S, 


. Bitty’s, Joxunson's, Ko s’s, 
Jown's, Gerxen’s, Currigr’s, 
mith & McNexv’s, Detutste’s, Davipson’s, 


etc., etc., etc., etc. 


ALLSOPP’S INDIA PALE ALE, 


DRAWN FROM THE WOOD. 
SOLD EVERY WHERE. 








“LIFE” BINDER 


Cheap, Strong and Durable. 


Will hold 26 Numbers. 





Mailed to any part of the United States 
Sor $1.00, postage free. 


Address, OFFICE OF “LIFE,” 
New York. 


A BEAU TIFUL BROCHURE.—Anele- 
gant little book descriptive of CorRonapo 
BEACH, San Diego County, California, and 
the luxurious Hotel del Coronado (the largest 
seaside resort hotel in the world), is now in 
press and will be sent upon application to 
E. S. Babcock, Manager The Hotel del Coro- 
nado, Coronado Beach, Cal. 


28 W. 23d Street, - 








NOW READY! 


LIFES CALENDAR 


FOR APRIL! 





WENTY-EIGHT pages, enriched by the best drawings from Lire 
by Gibson, Van Schaick, Atwood, Chip, Howarth, Woolf and others. 
. month of Lire for only twenty-five cents, or a year for $2.50. 





All Newsdealers, Booksellers and the Publishers, 


MITCHELL & MILLER, 28 West 23d Street. 





Mat Dh 


ARE NOW EXHIBITING 
THEIR FIRST 


IMPORTATIONS 


OF 


Costumes, 
Wraps, Jackets, 
Tea Gowns 


FROM THE LEADING 


PARIS MODISTES. 


ATSO MANY NOVELTIES 


DESIiNED AND MADE 


m 


THEIR OWN WORKROOMS, 


32 to 36 West 23d Bt. 


NEW YORK. 








37 YEARS IN FULTON STREET. 


H. B. KIRK & CO. 


DO NOT SELL 
Mixed or Compounded Goods. 
PRICE ACCORDING TO ACE. 
No other house can furnish 
“OLD CROW” RYE WHISKEY. 
Sold by us as uncolored, unsweetened. Sole 
Agents for 
The PLEASANT VALLEY WINE Co. 
Sole Agents for the Inglenook Wines. 
Send for Catalogue. 
69 FULTON ST. - 9 WARREN ST. 
Broadway & 27th St., New York. 





FOSTER’S 


SELF=-PLAYING 


pl 
te 9 

3*3) CARDS. 

\* #| ‘The cleverest and most practic 
Ps invention for teaching good Whist. 
eel 





Price 75 Cts. a Pack. All Stationers. 
on maiceo sy BRENTANO, 5 Union Sq., New York 





FOR FIFTY YEARS! 


MRS. WINSLOW’S SOOTHING SYRUP 


for fifty years has been used by millions of 
mothers for their Children while Teething. It 
soothes the Child, Softens the Gums, Allays all 
Pain, Cures Wind Colic, and is the best remedy 


for Diarrhea, 25c. a Bottle. 





THE ONLY 
TRUNKS AND BACS 
Universally patronized by 
AMERICANS 


Traveling, home and abroad, are always 


LOUIS VUITTON’S, 


Paris 1 Ruc Scribe. London—454 Strand. 
NOWHERE ELSE. 


THIS PAPER IS PRINTED 
PECIAL: LIFE: INK 


MANUFACTURED BY THE 

W. D. WILSON PRINTING 
INK CO., um. 140 WILLIAM ST. 
N. , - Send for Svecial Prices and Discounts* 


The finest specimen of colonial decoration in 
the city—the new dining-room at Taylor's St. 
Denis restaurant, famous for its cu/sine. 
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1 If you have a 


COLD or COUCH, 


acute or leading to 


CONSUMPTION, 


SCOTT'S 
EMULSIOR 


OF PURE COD LIVER OIL 

AND HYPOPHOSPHITES 
OF LIME AND SODA 

Is SURE CURE FOR IT. 


This preparation contains the stimula: j 














ting properties of the Hypophosphites 
and fine Norwegian Cod Liver Oil. Used 
by physicians all the world over. It is as 
palatable as milk. Three times as effica- 
cious as plain Cod Liver Oil. A perfect 
Emulsion, better than allothers made. For 
all forms of Wasting Diseases, Bronchitrs, | 


CONSUMPTION, 
Scrofula, and as a Flesh Producer 
there is nothing like $COTT’S EMULSION. | 
Itis sold by all Druggists. Let no one pl 
profuse explanation or impudent entreaty 
induce you to accept a substitute. { 
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NEVER! 


“ow dared you?” 
‘TI had not read it—I could not know—I—” 
‘* You have no excuse !” 
‘*T had not even cut the leaves!” 
“One 
could perceive from the very first chapter the vzsgué character of the 
whole novel—and for a man—for you to lend such a book to me was 
an insult.” 
‘An insult !" 

‘* One I shall zever forgive!” 
Silence obtrudes itself so offensively asto be heard. She sighs 
impatiently, and from the window looks at the night so full of mis- 
chievous winking stars. He crosses over slowly to the cosy library table 
with its seductive litter of magazines and late novels. She taps her foot. 

Her pretty forehead is angrily puckered. 
A look of despair settles upon 


his anxious face. He watches her, idly toying meanwhile with the 
offending volume. 
His hands mechanically clasp an ivory paper-cutter. 
‘* You will never forgive me? ” 
‘*T will never forgive you!” 
He inserts the knife between the fluttering leaves. A look 
of relief spreads itself over his face. He grins. 
‘* Never ?” 
** Never !” 
‘* You must !” 
“* Must!” (with hauteur). 
‘* The first 
chapter betrayed the book ?” 
“It did.” (uneasily). 
‘“*Then why—may I 
ask—do I find a// of the leaves cut ?” 


Tableau, Johanna Staats 













“OMpife ae > Gife there's Hope.’ 
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28 West TWENTY-THIRD STREET, NEw YORK. 


Published every Shaeniaw. $5.00 a yearin wap se postage free. Single 
copies ro cents. Back numbers can be had by Sd ying} to ag or Vol. 
i. pean, $30. oo; Vol II., bound, $15.00; Vols II ya 
Vill , SE... S31., Ri1., SIV., "XV. and XVI, baile z ‘in flat 
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Rejected contributions will be destroyed unless accompanied by a stamped 
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HEY say that it is a valid seivitinn to the school- 
master’s trade that the habit of bossing little boys and 
associating constantly with his inferiors in power and knowl- 
edge tends to make the master unduly arbitrary and self- 
opinionated. All professors, doubtless, have tendencies against 
which men who practice them must constantly be on their 
guard. Flagelation, for instance, well and judiciously ap- 
plied, is a source of immense public benefit; nevertheless, 
persons whose professional duties include the application of 
the lash, are always in danger of allowing their enthusiasm 
to outgrow their discrimination. In that branch of the news- 
paper profession to which LIFE belongs, no practitioner has 
laid on the corrective thong with more precision, or more 
beneficial effect than Thomas Nast. The welts he raised 
stand out in history, and New York’s obligations to him are 
neither to be disparaged nor forgotten. Worse luck then 
that Nast should misapply tools that he has used with such 
effective skill. It is as though a surgeon of repute should 
turn Jack-the-Ripper. Mr. Depew, as president of a railroad, 
is a railroad man, and is open to caricature and criticism as 
such. But Mr Depew is a man of integrity and a good citi- 
zen, and when Mr. Nast tries to make a Tweed of him the 
natural deduction is that Mr. Nast has lost the discriminating 
sense that used to teach him where to smite. 
. * * 


NFORMATION may be classified under two heads ; as 
that which is of importance before it is known, and that 
which continues to be of importance afterwards. A very 
large part of the news in the daily papers belongs under the 
first head. Even the recent intelligence of Italy’s dissatisfac- 
tion is barely entitled to the second rating, since the more we 
know about it the less seriously important it seems. 

In the first class distinctly belongs all the information, or 
misinformation, that has lately obtained regarding the 
authorship of the ‘“ Bread Winners.” The “ Bread Winners” 
is as obsolete as Thomas Nast, and nothing but the fact that 








its author isn’t known could stir up any contemporaneous 
person to care who wrote it, or whether it was written at all, 
or merely growed, like Topsy. One Mendenhall, a Metho- 
dist clergyman, is reported to have guessed at its authorship 
lately, and seems to have guessed wrong. 
* * * 
HE novels of the past we shall not have to read 
again and we don’t care who wrote them. With the 

novels of the future it is different, and we may reasonably 
feel an interest in them and their possible authors. Mr. 
Mayo Hazeltine, the critic, has been saying in the orth 
American Review that the American novels of the future are 
to be written by women, and are not to have spinsters for 
their heroines as heretofore, but married women, Mr. Hazel- 
tine’s announcement is hardly to be received without mis- 
giving. As society goes—even American society—there are 
limitations to the experiences of maids by which matrons are 
not confined, and it is reasonable to infer that novels written 
about matrons will accordingly be more liberal in their scope 
than those of which the contemporary virgin is the heroine. 
But our woman-writers as it is, far outdoing their literary 
brethren in candor, make stories at which matrons blush and 
bachelors raise their eyebrows. Have we not reason then to 
quake a little in advance, at the records that the Ameri- 
can female’s unterrified pen will trace, with married women 
for her theme! 
* * * 


ND so Parnell was beaten again at Sligo! As there is 
nothing so inspiring to read of as the growth and 
development of a great man, so there is scarcely anything 
more depressing than his untimely decadence, and the col- 
lapse of his character. In Parnell’s case, as we see it, seems 
to be the most memorable smash of a great reputation since 
Benedict Arnold went over to the Brittish, A year ago he 
was a man that men compared to Washington; and now— 
* * * * ! The verdict in his case may be premature, 
and is certainly liable to an earlier amendment than that of 
history, but meanwhile he is a dead cock in the pit, and 
Home Rule seems to have died with him. 
* * * 
HE Boston Transcript suggests that it would be civil 
for Chicago to invite Mr. Lowell to contribute the 
opening ode for the Chicago fair. Nonsense. The man for 
the job is Eugene Field. Mr, Field likes Chicago, and 
Chicago likes Mr. Field, and neither of them, we believe, 
have any use for Mr. Lowell. 
Besides, chances seem good just now that Chicago won’t 
have any fair to speak of; and if she should, why should Mr. 
Lowell go out of his way again to boom the meat business ? 
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‘* Don’T YOU THINK SHE'S STYLISH ?” 
‘TO TELL THE TRUTH SHE'S A LEETLE TOO MILINGTARY TO SUIT ME.” 








A STREET CAR PONY. 
OSTON SCHOOL BOYS (jumping on front ptatform) : 
Hello, McDonald. 
CAR DRIVER: Mornin’, gents. 
SCHOOL Boy: Here, Jack, you take the reins; grab the brake, 
Ginger; now driver just run over this page in the Anabasis for 
us before we get down to the high school. 








King Gumbo Yumpsi (greeting the Rev. Ebenezer Yallerby): WELL, 
DIS AM QUEER, FO’ A FACK! YO’ AM DE FIRST BLACK WHITE MAN DAT 
EBBER I SEED! 
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NOT LIKE THE ROLLING STONE. 


LL things come to him who waits "— 
To him who patiently doth while 
The time away 
Till fortune may 
Bestow her recompensing smile. 


‘¢ 


‘* All things come to him who waits "— 
And knows no petty fear of loss ; 
In just this slip 
Men lose their grip, 
And all things come—especially moss. 
G. O. Méry. 


—Hi MP 2z-24CHR 120 H— 














THE SKIRT DANCE WAS RAVISH- 


‘*GOOD NIGHT, DEAR. 
ING, THE BOXING SUPERB, AND THE DOG FIGHT—Aeavenly/” 








A MEMORABLE EVENT. 
ID you ever take a temperance drink ? ”’ 
“Yes,” responded the Kentuckian, sadly, 
“I passed through the experience once.” 


ce 





A DISADVANTAGE OF HAVING THREE HEADS. 





LUTO: What’s the row out at the gate ? 
IMP: Please, sir, Cerebus is fighting with him- 
self. 
TRANSMITTED. 
HE: Does he come from an old family ? 


He: Yes. His grandmother was a ballet girl. 





THE QUESTION OF THE HOUR—What time is it ? 



























MISS WILKINS’S STORIES. 

EOPLE who know New England country life best are 
the most generous admirers of the short stories of 

Mary E. Wilkins, This is undoubtedly a great compliment 
to the fidelity of her portraits, and should be taken as proof 
that she has successfully accomplished what she attempted. 
Whether you like that sort of thing in fiction or not, you may 
safely admit that Miss Wilkins does it well—without, however, 
many of the graces of style which distinguish the “ Thrums ” 
sketches of J. M. Barrie, to which we recently alluded. A 
comparison of the methods of these writers is peculiarly ap- 
propriate, as each is working in a similar field—simple, rural 
life. Miss Wilkins probably knows her New England people 
as well as Mr. Barrie knows his Scots—but we doubt if she 
can ever interest anyone, not a New Englander, in her char- 
acters, to the extent that he attracts foreigners to his. The 
main cause of it must be, as we have intimated, the entranc- 
ing style of Mr. Barrie. 

* * * 

F aprons reading Miss Wilkins’s latest collection of 
sketches, “ A New England Nun,” (Harper & Bros.) 


LIFE 


one may imagine a discerning and intelligent reader, not a 
New Englander—a Virginian let us say—congratulating him- 
self that it was not his misfortune to be born in a Yankee 
village. 

“If these are true portraits,” he might say, “and we are 
assured by high authority that they are,—what a cold, un- 
sympathetic, ill-natured lot of people they must have in those 
old towns. Nearly every story in the book is a study of some 
particular form of selfishness which makes a man or woman 
conspicuous above his or her neighbors. We may not be so 
fore-handed, or cute down our way, but I think we treat 
our neighbors with more consideration.” 


* * * 


:* was very fitting that his associate and brother-poet, 

James Jeffrey Roche, should write the “Life of John 
Boyle O'Reilly ” (Cassell.) He was a generous, wholesome, 
aggressive type of man who will be remembered longer for 
his personal qualities than for his poems—though some of 
them are worthy to be remembered. It would have been 
better for each, we think, if the poems had been published in 
a separate volume from the life and speeches. The present 
bulky volume is neither biography nor letters. 

The “ Life” is written in the superlative degree, and this 
was to be expected with both subject and biographer of a 
race which knows no other degree in its friendships or ad- 
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mirations. One cannot imagine a New Englander (of Miss 
Wilkins’s village) writing of his greatest hero in terms 
even faintly suggesting the fervor and appreciation of this 
biography. There are hosts of Irishmen who will say, how- 
ever, that if ever a man won the right to eulogy it was John 
Boyle O'Reilly. Droch. 


NEW BOOKS. 


"'ARPER'S SCHOOL SPEAKER Il. By James Baldwin, Ph. D. 
New York: Harper and Brothers. 
John Bovile O'Reilly. His Life, Poemsand Speeches. By James Jeffrey 
Roche. New York: Cassell Publishing Company. 
Phillip Heuson, M.D. By George Hastings. New York: Edward 
Brandus and Company. 
Mrs. Mayburn’s Twins. By John Habberton. Philadelphia. T. B. 
Peterson and Brothers. 
_Memoirs of the Prince de Talleyrand. Edited by the Duc de Broglie. 
Volume 1. New Yorkand London: G. P. Putnam’s Sons. 
The Lost Heiress. By Ernest Glanville. New York: Harper and Broth- 
ers. 
_Phil and the Baby and False Witness. By Lucy C. Lillie. New 
York: Harper and Brothers. 
_A New England Nun and Other Stories. By Mary E. Wilkins.” New 
York: Harper and Brothers: 
New York and its Environs. By Gustav Kobbe. New York: Harper 
and Brothers. 
Our Italy. By Charles Dudley Warner. New York: Harper and 
Brothers. 
A Sappho of Green Springs and Other Stories. By Bret Harte. Bos- 
ton and New York: Houghton, Mifflin and Company. 
Marie Louise and the Invasion of 1814, By Imbert de Saint-Amand. 
Jranslated by Thomas Sergeant Perry, New York: Charles Scribner’s 
sons. 


¢ Essays in Little. By Andrew Lang. New York: Charles Scribner’s 
ons, 

_4 Memoir of George Cruikshank. By Frederick G. Stephens, New 
York: Scribner and Welford. 

Rinsdael, Hobberna, Cuijp, Potter. By Frank Cundall. New York: 
Scribner and Welford. 

Songs of Spring. Verses by Frank Chaffee. _ Illustrations by Thomas 
McIlvaine. New York: George M. Allen and Company. 


A SAD STORY. 


She: 1 HAVEN’T SEEN YOU 
FOR FIVE YEARS, MR. BARKER. 
How’s THAT LITTLE. ROMANCE OF YOURS WITH 
Miss HENDERSON ? 

Barker: MtsS HENDERSON IS NO MORE. 

She: WHAT? DEAD? 

Barker: NO; MARRIED. 

She: Ha! HA! YOu ARE STILL FRIENDS 
THOUGH ? 

Barker: No. SHE MARRIED ME. 
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NO PLACE FREE FROM IT. 
Voice (from the confessional): 1S THAT YOU, MORIARTY ? 
Moriarty (one of a champion nine): IT 1S, YOUR REVERENCE. 
Voice: WHAT CLUB HAVE YOU SIGNED TO PLAY WITH THIS 
SEASON ? 





THE MOUNTAIN CLIMBERS. 
A fashionable re- 


oe : 

ception. Miss Maud Modern 
and Mr. Weally Twooley, having 
strayed into the conservatory, are 
seated on a rustic bench, behind a 
mass of ferns and palms. 

Miss MAUD MODERN (zmpul- 
sively): I dote on mountain- 
climbing—it’s so grand! 

Such splendid exercise, such glorious 
views, 

Such thrilling sense of triumph, when 
you plant 


‘*GETTING INTO A VERY BAD STATE.” 


> LIFE: 





Of the famed Appalachian brother- 
hood ? 
Mr. TWOOLEY (complacently) : 
I have the honah. 
Miss MAUD (aszde) : 
undone ! 
MR. TWOOLEY (continuing, with 
some animation) : 
Bah Jove, a woyal club ! a clevah set-— 
All thowoughbweds, y’ know. Such 
spweads in town! 
Such hops at Fabyan’s, and the 
Calumet ! 
Such wides on tally-hos ! 
MIss MAUD (aside, désgustedly) 
The impious clown ! 


JERSEY CITY 





Well, I am 














Grandpa: 





On some gray giant's cap your saucy shoes, 
And while the roaring wind sweeps round you, stand 
Like tiny gnat upon an elephant ! 
O, Mr. Twooley, can’t you sympathize ? 
You climb, I know—I see it in your eyes! 
Mr. WEALLY TWOOLEY (/anguidly): Aw, yes; a little. 
Miss MAuD: Did you ever go 
Up Washington—by bridle-path, you know, 
Along that narrow ridge ’twixt vale and vale, 
Great gulfs of air, the bristling woods below, 
And fitful mists that up the mountain sail ? 
I know you have! You 
Mr. TWooLey: Beg pawdon 
wecent—I wode up, by caw. 
MIss MAUD (aszde): By car! 
yet I understood— 
Perhaps misunderstood—that you were one 


aw—My twip was 


Indeed! (Aloud) And 


ON THE WAY TO THE STATION. 
YES, IT’S A GOOD THING FOR A BOY TO TRAVEL, FREDDY; IT DEVELOPS HIM. 
WILL BRING IT OUT. 
Freddy (who ts precocious) : 





IF HE HAS ANYTHING IN HIM, TRAVEL 


Yes, I DISCOVERED THAT WHEN I WAS CROSSING THE ATLANTIC, 








(To him) And don’t you ever clzmé ? 

MR. TWOOLEY: Some fellahs do— 
I don’t. Such howid, tiahsome work, y’ know! 
I twied it once—got pebbles in me shoe, 
And toah me gloves, and wipped me togs in two, 
And fell into a bwook where hop-toads gwow, 
And lost me glass, and got so beastly tiahed, 
When I weturned I weally most expiahed ! 

MIss MAUD (aside, and striving hard to control herself): 
Poor fellow! 

(Aloud) Ah! the music—I must go; 

My partner would not find me here. Adieu! 

Mr. TWOOLEY (résing, and proffering his arm): 
Permit me! 

Miss MAUD (archly) : Thanks—but it would ¢2ve you so— 
A horrid climb (she vandshes up the conservatory steps) for 
one like you ! Paul Pastnor. 
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‘* WELL, THE INGRATITOOD OF SOME FOLKS IS TERRIBLE TO THINK 
OF. HERE I'VE BEEN A WORKIN’ FOR THREE HOURS WITHOUT 
WAKIN’ A SOUL, AN’ THERE AIN’T A DROP OF LICKER IN THE 
HOUSE. AN’ THEN FOLKS WONDER AT CRIME!” 





NOT PREJUDICED. 
DON’T object to poets, no— 
I pray may Heaven speed them. 
What verse they write I care not so 
As I don't have to read them. 











A QUESTION OF VALUE. 
| T is computed that it costs an American lady fifty-eight 
pounds, five shillings, to be’presented at Court, in London. 
The Philadelphia 7zmes thinks the investment hardly pays. 
Perhaps not; but it costs about as much as that to be born. 
Does that pay ? 
In both cases you look to future experience to get back the 
worth of your money. 


T seems that Julien Gordon does not think the American 
man is adequately washed. Perhaps not ; but let Julien 
take care that he does not recall the retort of an American 
woman to an English authoress, and reply that he is plenty 
clean enough “to read your nasty books, ma’am.” 
" Da you think Mr. De Riche is in earnest, May?” 
“I guess he is. He has just taken a fourth mort- 
gage on our house to oblige papa.” 































HE candidates for the Yale crew 
spent a good part of their Eas- 
ter vacation on the Schuylkill river 
with Captain Robert Cook, of Phila- 
delphia. When Mahomet’s business 
engagements are such that he cannot 
get to the mountain there is nothing 
for the mountain to do but to stir its 
stumps Mahometwards. 


“ H, for the honesty of the old 

days. Why, think what would 

have happened if Jay Gould had gob- 

bled a whole highway in the stern old 
Roman times.” 

“JT don’t know. Look how Horatius 

kept the bridge” 













Second Widow : 
BULL RUN. 








*“4 SHOCKING BAD HAT.” 


x o = 

ow First Widow: How Is IT YOU DRAW A PENSION FROM THE GOVERNMENT? YOUR 
HUSBAND WASN'T IN THE WAR, WAS HE ? 

No, BUT MY FATHER’S SUBSTITUTE CONTRACTED NOSTALGIA AT 
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SUNDAY AT THE @@OLIT 


Chorus of Trustees: Ven ded ol 
Just Pious | 
For Man 
Andi get in 
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POLITAN MUSEUM. 
ided old cranks are we, 
plous can be, 

e man we dont care a D, 
get in to his own Musee ! 
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HE'S NOT IN IT. 








OLD HEADS, YOUNG HEARTS, AND OLD FASHIONS. 


HE costumes are the most interesting feature of Mr. Frohman’s revival 
of Boucicault’s “Old Heads and Young Hearts,” at the Lyceum. 
To see Mr. Kelcey biting his nails in a beaver bell-crown two or three inches 
higher than the hats of the present day, lends an additional charm to that 
always interesting process, To see Miss Cayvan arrayed like the sweetest 
little old grandmother that ever graced an ancestral frame, saves the old 
costuming from a universal reproach, for which, perhaps, after all, the portrait- 
painters are mainly responsible. The difference in the costuming of fifty 
years ago and that of to-day is probably nothing like so great as will be the 
difference between ours and the apparel of fifty years hence. And if we 
find these costumes ridiculous, how idiotic may we expect to appear to our 
enlightened posterity. 

“Old Heads and Young Hearts” depends so much upon the acting of 
Jesse Rural that Mr. Lemoyne’s work deserves special consideration, A 
comparison with Mr. Gilbert’s portrayal of the same character is the first 
thing to suggest itself, but it is hardly a fair one, as Mr. Lemoyne'’s experi- 
ence has been entirely in other lines than those of high comedy. The faults 
of the present portrayal are what were to be expected from this very cause ; 
that is, Mr. Lemoyne leans too far towards exaggeration and eccentricity. 
He gives the old minister too little of the dignity of his profession, and the 
mellowness of his years. The senility of Jesse Rural is made too literal, too 
much like dotage. 





HOW A WILY HUSBAND ESCAPED A 
CURTAIN LECTURE. 
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The other characters are well sustained, particularly that of Col. Rocket 
and the Countess of Pompion. Altogether the performance is interesting, 
and after the mass of dramatic foolishness seen on New York’s stages this 
winter, most refreshing. 






















* * * 


** FETROTHED,” at the Garden Theatre, has as artistic a setting as 

any in New York for some time. Alphonse Daudet’s attempt to 
explode the theory of heredity is not entirely successful, and a society play 
seems a strange channel for such an effort. 














A MAN WITH ASPIRATIONS, AT LEAST. 
HE: Isn’t Wagner’s music wonderful? Don’t you think it seems 
to have the power of carrying the hearer away from this world to some 
other for the time ? 
HE: No. I’ve often wished it could affect me or the orchestra that way. 















































AN ETHECAL POINT. 


La Fiancée: I AM SORRY TO HEAR PAPA IS SPECULATING SO HEAVILY. 
Le Fiancé: BY JOVE! IT Is ALMOST CRIMINAL FOR A MAN TO SPECULATE WITH 
MONEY THAT OUGHT TO BE SAVED FOR HIS SON-IN-LAW, 
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WHERE HE FAILED. 
E had chased a rubber foot-ball 


Over many a gory field ; 


He could stand behind a batsman 
And the mask and mittens wield. 


In a pugilistic contest 

He was held among the best. 
He could mingle in a riot 

And enjoy it, too, with zest ; 


But his fine physique was ruined— 
Crushed in a most brutal way, 
When his wife took him out shopping 


On a ladies’ bargain day. 


—Buffalo Express. 
VISIONLESS MENDICANT: Will you not do something to help a 


poor blind man ? 


Mrs, SNIPPER (wife of exchange editor): Why, yes; I cannot give 
you any money; but if you will call at my house, | will give you plenty 


of good reading matter.— Boston Courter. 


AH, my son, you do not know the anguish of being cut by your best 
friend till you begin to shave yourself.—Fimira Gazette. 


MACKINTOSH 
STEAMER RuGs, 
CoaTS, CLOAKS 
AND CAPS, 


in varied colors and patterns, and at 
popular prices. 


HODCMAN 
RUBBER COMPANY, 


MANUFACTURERS, 


459 & 461 Broadway, | 21 West 23d St., 
Cor. Grand Street. Adj. Fifth Ave. Hotel 


27 Maiden Lane, cor. Nassau St., 
NEW YORK. 





ESTABLISHED (861. 


+ BUDD + 
WEDDING OUTFITS 


FOR GENTLEMEN. 


DRESS SHIRTS, 
GLOVES, TIES, 
SCARFS, &c. 


Correct & Exclusive Styles. 


Madison Square, 
NEW YORK. 


Lonpon: 
8 King Edward St. 


Paris OFFice: 
4 Rue D’Uzes 


you 


ETHEL: Oh, at last! It has been years, Alphonse, since I saw 


ALPHONSE: Oh, my own Ethel, it has been centuries ! 


ETHEL'S FATHER (uf in the library): Mary Jane, who was that 


you just let in ? 


Mary JANE: It was Mr. Cumlots, sir. 


ETHEL’s FATHER: Great guns! This is the ninth time he’s been 
here this week. He might as well live here.—LZondon 7id-Bits. 

EveEN if Representative Jason B. Brown does come from a rural 
district in Indiana, he has no hayseed in his hair. A few days ago he 
hired a cab in front of the Riggs House and drove around where he 
expected to meet a friend. But his friend was not there, and so he 


drove back to the hotel around the corner. The trip occupied just six 


minutes, 


‘* How much ?” he asked the cabman. 


an hour.” 


‘* Seventy-five cents.” 
‘Oh, no,” said Mr. Brown, ‘‘ you can only charge seventy-five cents 
. 2 y gi y 


‘* It's just the same for a portion of an hour,” said cabby. 

‘‘If that is the case,” said Mr. Brown, ‘‘ you can wait here for 
the balance of the hour. 1 will be in the hotel when your hour is up.” 

Then he disappeared through the doorway. In less than fifteen min- 


utes the cabby capitulated. 


three years. 
Statesman, 


CELEBRATED HATS, 
—AND— 
Ladies’ Round Hats and Bonnets and 
The Dunlap Sitk Umbrella. 

178 & 180 Fifth Avenue, bet. 22d and 23d Sts., 
and 181 Broadway, near Cortlandt St. 
NEW YORK. 

Palmer House, Chicago. 914 Chestnut St., Phila. 
GP Agencies in all Principal Cities. 
Gold Medal Awarded, Paris Exposition, 1889. 





Piso’s Remedy for Catarrh is the 
Best, Easiest to Use, and Cheapest. 


Sold by druggists or sent by mail. 
50c. E. T. Hazeltine, Warren, Pa 





SWIFT CYCLES. 


100,000 IN USE. 


“Swift” by name, and “swift” by Nature, 
Send for Catalogue. 
COVENTRY MACHINISTS’ CO., 


289 Columbus Ave., 11 & 18 Madi«on &t., 
Boston, Mass. Chicago, Ill. 





We have the most practical Ladies’ Safety made. 





‘*Give me twenty-five cents and I will go away,” he said. 
He got his money and departed.— Washington Post. 


Two Milwaukee dentists have dissolved after a partnership of twenty 
They could not pull together any longer.— Yonkers 


In Use for Nearly a Century. 


CONCENTRATED 


CRAB ORCHARD 


Trade 


WATER 


Dyspepsia, 
Sick-Headache, 
Constipation. 


This concentrate is obtained by evaporat- 
ing natural Crab Orchard Water. Eac 
tle (6 ounces) equivalent to two gallons nat- 
ural water. Price 35 cents. See that “ Crab- 
Apple” trade-mark is on the label. 


A Certain Remedy for Diseases of the 


LIVER AND STOMACH 


Sold by all Druggists. 
SEND FOR PAMPHLET. 
Crab Orchard Water Co. 
LOUISVILLE, KY. 


owewvevewe wv TC 








HINTS 
ABOUT 
MEN’S DRESS. 


CLUBMAN. 


A useful manual, especially for young men de- 
sirous of dressing economically and yet according 
to the canons of good taste. For sale by all book- 
sellers, or the publishers will mail direct on 
receipt of price. 30 cents. 


D. APPLETON & CO., 
1, 8 & & Bond Street, . NEW YORK. 
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